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Chapter | 


The making of a vampire 


Vampires crawl out of their graves 
From crypts there in the dark 
Mad from craving for fresh blood 
Because it is their hellish job 


You better stay at home alone 
And don't invite one of the breed 


If you will let a vampire come inside 


Your life is lost and gone 


„So, you would like to be a vampire?" 

The tall, slender figure which was wrapped in a full-length, black cape freed itself from the shade of the 
weakly illuminated hall of the sombre house. When she approached the smaller one with the long dark locks, 
only the quiet rustle of the cape was to be heard. Then the pale figure stood in front of Kirk and glanced down 
at him. Glowing black eyes, meaning death. Hollow cheeks. A mouth with beautifully shaped lips. 

Kirk swallowed hard. 

His whole body felt stiff, his fingers were clenched to fists. Then he trembled - just a moment long. The 
vampire whom he had invited to his house stared at him with a dead expressionless look and waited. 

"Yes .., yes, this | would want", Kirk then whispered with hoarse voice. 

"Ah" The vampire let his look glide over Kirk. „Now, | am very sophisticated and don't accept everyone who 
asks for my service." 

His voice was low and he had a barely audible accent - Romanian, as Kirk assumed. 

His hand with the long pale fingers touched Kirk's dark locks. Then he softly stroked Kirk's long hair on the left 
side of his head over Kirk's shoulder in his back to be able to see the silky skin of his neck 

"| accept only somebody as my son who has style, which is beautiful - and gifted." 

"| know that", Kirk whispered. 

The vampire smiled slightly. He ran his fingertips over Kirk's soft skin 

Kirk shuddered. 

"To make sure you will be worthy to get my noble blood | watched you a little while .. You didn't notice me 
because | didn't wanted to be noticed" 

"How ...2" 

The vampire closed Kirk's lips with his fingertips. Then he smiled again. "You'll have to learn so much about our 
species. The knowledge will come. Well, in my case you should have known about my abilities to transform into 
another species - a wolf, a bat. Or | am just a creeping fog around you. Creeping around you while you are 
performing on stage." 

Kirk gasped for breath, his dark eyes locked to the eyes of the vampire. He wasn't able to make a move or to 
speak. 

"So, | watched you closely", the vampire continued. "And | saw, felt and heard how talented you are. | must say, 
| am nearly crossing the line to become a Metallica fan. Almost - maybe soon" 

Kirk stared at him, speechless. He couldn't believe what happened to him after waiting so long for this moment. 


"But you can do better", the vampire said. "You can do better with some immortal abilities." 


Now Kirks heart almost raced, and he knew that the vampires could hear this. He felt the fingertips of the 
vampire gliding about his skin They were cold like ice. 

Oh, he had waited so long for this meeting, had been rejected repeatedly, while his wish never ceased to burn 
deeply in him. Once more he trembled. The lips of the vampire contorted into a small smile. But then he opened 
them, so Kirk could see his sharp fangs. He wasn't able to get away his look any more, while showers of 
excitement let him groan. 

The vampire softly laughed. "Well", he said. "You really want this how | recognise." 

"Yes." Kirks whisper was barely audible. 


The vampire let his long fingernails slide about Kirks left cervical side. "Now, you fulfil all my conditions, Kirk’, 
he said. "Hence, | will give you what you would want." 

Oh", sighed Kirk and let himself pull into the embrace of the vampires without any resistance. 

The vampire held him closely, and now his own arousal was clearly recognizable. "How hotly and vividly your 
body still feels, Kirk. Ah, | love to hold a living body in my arms. Your heart beats, the arteries pulsate .. But 
you know that in a few minutes all this will come to a stop, right?" 

"| know", answered Kirk. „But | crave for it" 

„Well, then thus it should be." The vampire bent over him and pushed Kirks hair once more to the back. Kirk 
laid his head a little to the right side. Now the left hand of the vampire was in his nape, the right arm had 
enclosed Kirks body with a steely clutch. Kirks hands automatically glided about the waist of the vampires, 
then on his back. 


At the next moment the sharp pain of the fangs which pierced the skin in his neck let him cry out. He 
cramped his fingers in the white dinner jacket shirt of the vampire. 

The teeth pierced the flow of Kirks of left Arteria carotis, and then all of a sudden hot desire shot like a flash 
through his body when the vampire started drinking his blood. The blood pulsated hard and shot from the 
vessel in the mouth of the vampires who swallowed it easily. But then Kirk felt how the lips of the vampires 
started to suck at him when his blood pulsated more and more weakly. He gave a small groan when the loss of 
blood made him more and more dizzy. Now his body hung meekly and limp in the arms of the vampire. His 


eyelids fluttered. The light had given way almost completely to a deep darkness. 


„Stop it!" A door slammed shut. "Stop it! Immediately! Let him go ... Immediately!" 

For a moment Kirk slightly regained consciousness. He perceived Lars' panicked voice like from wide distance. 
Then the darkness was back. 

"Oh God, please .. no! Let him go. You are killing him .. Oh, my God, if | could have been here more quickly!" 
Lars had reached the vampire who held Kirk firmly in the arms but had lifted his head. Kirk's blood ran down 
the lips of the vampire to his chin. Lars screamed again and tried to tear the almost lifeless body from the 
embrace of the vampire. 

This quickly took away his hand of Kirk's nape and gripped Lars’ right arm with the iron clutch of a vampire. 
Lars squealed with pain 

„Do not interfere, you lousy Danish proletarian", hissed the vampire. "I fulfil Kirks wish and you will not hinder 
me in it" 

Lars howled, his free hand gripping Kirk's dark locks. „Kirk, Kirk, please! Make him stop .. Don't do this to me! 
Please!" 

Kirk's eyes were shut, his head was fallen back in the nape. Blood seeped from the bites on his left cervical 
side. 

Lars touched Kirks pale and now cold cheek with shaking fingers. "Oh God, he is quite dead!" Hey threw his head 
in the nape and cried out, like a wounded animal. 

The vampire enclosed Lars' arm harder, then he threw the drummer with a hard push to the floor. "It is too 
late", he said. "He is not dead yet - but almost. He has passed the point of no return ... Now, stay where you 


are and don't disturb me any more." 


With it he bent once more over Kirk to suck the last drops of blood from the dying body. Lars lay quietly on 


the floor. Hey knew he had lost. 

All strength gave way from him, while he watched helplessly how the vampire completed his job. The vampire 
lifted his head and brought his right wrist to the lips. At the next moment his fangs penetrated the skin, and 
with a sudden jerk they tore open the blood vessels there. When he held his forearm about Kirk's head, Lars 
saw the almost black blood of the vampire flowing from the bites in his own wrist. 

Kirk's head hung to the back, his mouth was opened. The vampire held his bleeding wrist about Kirks mouth, 
and the black blood dripped in. A lightning struck twitched Kirks lifeless body. The lips of the vampire contorted 
into a light smile then he pressed his wrist firmly on Kirks open mouth. 

The gaze of his glowing, dark eyes wandered from Kirk's face to Lars who lay before him on the ground and 
whimpered helplessly. 

"For Whom The Bell Tolls", he said with silky voice and smiled. 


Then he concentrated again on Kirk. He pulled away his wrist from his lips. A little bit of black blood ran from 
the right corner of Kirk's mouth. The bite punctures in the wrist of the vampire had already closed. He briefly 
went with his tongue about that then he enclosed Kirk even more firmly and bent over him to kiss him. Again 
Kirk's body briefly twitched. Then he was quiet. The vampire caressed Kirk's lips with his, his eyes closing, his 
cheeks now slightly rosy from Kirk's blood. 

Lars was not able to move or to give just a sound of him. He felt himself surrounded by a deadly fog. Icy 
coldness crept by his limbs and paralyzed him. 

Then the vampire lifted his head once more and looked at Kirk's pale face while his hand with his long pale 
fingers caressed Kirk's long, curly hair. 


„You are mine", he whispered. „Forever mine." 


An icy shock went through Lars' body and he started to tremble. He felt like he was frozen, but now violently 
breaking into pieces. 

The vampire sank the dead body of his friend beside him on the ground. 

"Delicious", he whispered with deep satisfaction and licked the last drops of Kirk's blood from his lips. Then he 
bent over Lars who stared at him with wide open, green eyes, incapable to say a word. 

The vampire smiled. "| have just done what | had to do. But now it lies in your responsibility whether Kirk gets 
exactly what he wanted .. Bury him, or do not bury him, however, as long as the body is not put out to the 
sun. If you put out him to the sun, he is lost and will disintegrate to ashes, before he will wake up as the 
creature he wanted to be." 

Lars just whimpered. The vampire smiled again. 

„You are his lover, arent you? You should know what you deal with." 

He took Lars' arm and pulled the drummer easily on the shaking legs. Lars squealed, full of fear and pain. The 
vampire was much taller than he. With far open green eyes he stared in his pale face. 

„Please, no ..", he whispered. 

The vampire smiled and showed his fangs. „No fear, my Danish friend’, he said amused. "| am not interested in 
you ... Well, not in your blood, because | am fed perfectly and | am satisfied. But | want to give you the 
opportunity to get a taste of Kirk's and my blood." 

With it he bent over Lars and kissed him on the still open lips. A lightning struck of glowing intensity flashed 
across Lars' body. He gave a loud groan, while the tongue of the vampire forced its way into his mouth. He 


tasted metal, then somewhat of unbelievable sweetness and intensity. Violent excitement let him tremble. He did 


not want it, but he was not able to suppress the sudden, burning pleasurable sensation ... and arousal. 

At the next moment the vampire separated their lips and Lars opened his eyes. He had not noticed that he had 
closed them during the kiss of the vampire. He felt dazed, and his eyelids sank once more. 

„No, my friend", the vampire softly said and then stroked Lars’ face with the fingertips. „f | wanted, | could 
now do everything with you what | would want. Also satisfy your desire. But | will not do it” 

Lars groaned in pain and desire. His fingers were clutched in the black cape of the vampire. His blood pulsated 
violently in him, and his lips asked after more, without wanting it. 

The vampire let his fangs flash once more when he smiled. Then he pushed Lars with a renewed, violent jerk to 
ground. Lars half fell about Kirks dead body and squealed. In panic he crept away of the corpse. 

The hand of the vampire enclosed his left shoulder with a painful grip. Once again Lars squealed in horror but 
were not able to shake off the hand of the undead. 

When suddenly a silvery chain with a cross pendant dangled before his face, he looked up. The vampire held the 
thin chain between forefinger and middle finger of his right hand and scrutinised Lars compassionately. 

„You should carry this at the beginning’, he said. ult will not hold back very long a vampire who is a son of 
Dracula. But at least at the beginning Kirk will be impressed a little by the cross symbol, if he should forget 
his manners." 

He dropped the necklace to the floor before Lars. Then he briefly studied the light burns which it had left in 
his hand. He looked at Lars once more. „| already have laid down everything what Kirk needs at the beginning in 
his kitchen .. You should get those units of stored blood quickly to the fridge. They are of the best quality as | 
would like to point out .. Oh, the calling card with the hotline number is added. Kirk should not forget to order 
his supplies on time if he needs them." 

sHotline?", Lars asked with croaking voice. 

„Precisely. ‘Dracula Enterprises’ is available any time. Just for vampires with a valid |D, | have to add. Of 
course orders about one of my websites are also possible .. Kirk knows how he can contact me." 

The vampire gave him a last short smile. Then he looked down at Kirk's lifeless body, before he stood up. 

„You ... you are Dracula?" Lars' whisper was hardly audible. 

The vampire gave an amused sound of himself. „Did you think I'm an ordinary vampire? | am the Master of all 


vampires. Count Dracula." 


Chapter 2 


How to treat a corpse? 


The signal of the mobile phone was relentless. James gave a loud groan and felt for the device which he had 
laid on his bedside table before going to bed He hated to be torn from the deep sleep, and he had the intention 
to simply throw the mobile phone against the wall to stop the ringing. Cursing and somnolent he threw first of 
all his new TagHeuer-wristwatch - a present from his lover - then the notepad on which he had written down 
some lyrics to the floor, before he got to touch the phone. 

Groaning he glanced at the display. Oh no! Lars! What did this little prick want AGAIN from him - in the middle 
of the night? Could he not stop nagging at least for a few hours? 

James gave a loud groan once more, then he switched on his mobile phone and asked gruffly: «What?" 


First of all silence. Then sobbing. Miserable sobbing. James sat up jerkily in the bed, now wide awake. 


„Lars? Lars, what is wrong? What has happened? .. Damned, say what happened." 

wa.Ja.James." A shaky voice came from the other end of the line. Then sobbing was to be heard again 
waaares ..." 

„Lars! Stop whining! What's the matter?" James shouted it almost. 

Violent breathing, interrupted by sobs was to be heard. Then again Lars’ pitiful voice: „Please, come! Quite fast 
~ Oh God ... Kirk ... He." 

„What? What's the matter with Kirk?" James’ tone was pressing, his voice suddenly hoarse. Fear tied up his 
chest like an icy claw. 

„He ... he .. Come fast ..!" 

James swung his long legs from the bed and reached for the alarm clock. The luminous display registered 3.05 
am. „Where are you?" 

„With ... with Kirk .." Lars cried again. 

„Remain where you are. | am there immediately." James interrupted the connection and sat a moment on the 
edge of the bed, not able to decide if he should get up or not. His heartbeat raced. Lars was a drama queen 
without question and had got him already more than once because of childish nonsense from the bed. But this 
time he had sounded completely desperate. James hoped imploringly that his panic was exaggerated. Maybe Kirk 
had only got a cold or sprained his foot. Such a thing usually got Lars completely out of his mind. His darling 
had to go only once to sneeze and the drummer was practically on the phone to call the emergency doctor. 
For James he had never acted in such a way. At most he would have brought him an aspirin and would have 


said he should not act so hypochondriac. Well, these times were over anyway. 


A sleepy groan was to be heard then the lazy moving of a body beneath the blanket. "Baby, what's up ... 
Mmmh .. Who was it?" 

James sighed and bent over to his lover on the other side of the bed. "Lars", he said. "Don't worry, baby .." 
"He should go to helll" His lover gave a loud groan. 

"I totally agree, Jase", James softly caressed Jason's cheek. "But he sounds a little bit desperate." 

"He's manipulative .. Come back to bed!" 

James sighed again. "| have to go because maybe Kirk had an accident or something else." 

‘Oh, no!" Jason sat up and rubbed his eyes. "Better | come with you." 

"Stay in bed, baby. | think I'll be back soon. This drummer is just hysterical’, James said but knew at the same 
moment that maybe Lars wasn't as hysterical as always. Lars was a born actor but sometimes he didn't fool 


around. 


He kissed Jason briefly and ruffled his hair. "I'll be back soon!" 


He got up in a hurry while Jason murmured in protest but stayed in bed. In the darkness he reached for his 
jeans and the black T-shirt with the dark grey Metallica symbol on the front and dressed quickly. He had 
dropped his clothes simply on the floor before going to bed because he had been too tired just to put them on 
the chair near his bed. He also had to put on the used socks then he felt in the darkness for his slip-on shoes. 
He found them and slipped in. At the same time he laid his wristwatch around his left wrist. He briefly gave a 
loud groan because his right shoulder hurt. During three hours of practising at the HQ he had to shred some 
of their old songs in murderous tempo, only because the Danish dwarf behind the drums wanted it and didn't 
give in. And this, although he would have broken down exhausted a few times behind his drums because he 


could hardly keep time or be laid back properly. 


Rob, to the contrary, had showed his usual poker face and had played like the devil, while Kirk had played 
absolutely without concentration. James would have yelled at the guitarist every three minutes, but then his 


drummer would have gone off like a fury to him. So he had to bite his tongue. 


James slammed the front door behind him and was in the garage at the next moment. The engine of the truck 
howled and James groaned painfully. It did hurt him to have to ill-treat his darling, but he was in a hurry. 

The journey by San Francisco to Kirk's house seemed to him to be unbearably long. His thoughts wildly circled 
in his head. What all over the world had the guitarist done now again? He had a mad idea after another. Maybe 
he had just designed once again a new ESP with a perverted motif and, therefore, Lars had freaked out! 

James braked with creaky tyres in front of the high gate to Kirk's property. He let down the window on the 
driver's side, extended his arm and typed the code on the screen of the protection system. The display briefly 
lighted up, then the massive steel gate opened and James hit the gas pedal to drive through. 


The gravel in Kirk's house entrance whirled up when James brought his truck with a sharp brake manoeuvre 
to a standing position and killed the engine. He jumped out of the automobile and ran to the house. 

There were a flight of marble stairs to run up. The antique, wonderfully carved front door stood open a bit, 
and James pushed it fully open. 

The first he saw in the weak light was the shape which lay at the end of the hall on the ground. It was 
covered with a purple blanket. But not completely. Some dark locks and two white fingertips of a right hand 
were visible. 

James cried out without realising properly that he did it. Then he cried again. "Oh, no, no, no, no, nol" 

The front door slammed shut behind him with a loud bang. In the next moment James was kneeling on the 
floor to pull away the blanket from the lifeless body. Kirk's face was pale and motionless. His eyelids weren't 
completely closed, and a small stripe of white cornea between them was to be seen Not even Kirk's long, dark 
eyelashes covered that deadly white. There was dried blood on Kirk's lips and pale skin. 

James felt himself freezing from deep inside. "No." It was just a whisper. Then he took Kirk's head in his hands 
to lift him. He felt so limp and heavy. There was no sign of life. 

"Oh, my god, Kirk, don't do that to mel" Again it was just a whisper. "Please, don't do that do me." 


Quick footsteps were to hear and James softly laid down Kirk's head before whirling around and coming up to 
his feet. There was Lars who came running up to him. 

He had hardly reached James when this had already gripped him by the neck and had smashed him against the 
next wall. Lars gave a gasp and tried to loosen James’ finger off his throat. 

„You damned fucking piece of shit", James hissed „Why have you done this? Why have you killed him? Why? 
Has he .. Has he cheated on you? Or was it just because he has played so fucking bad today? You rotten dirty 
slut!" 

He shook Lars who was already almost blue in the face because James’ fingers pushed shut his throat. Again, 
he tried desperately to get James’ clawing fingers off his neck. He was just on his tiptoes, because James who 
was a lot taller than him shoved him upwards on the wall with furious power. 

James breathed in a hurry and his face was just millimetres in front of Lars’. His blue eyes were veiled in 
fury and hatred. But then he noticed that Lars was in suffocation and loosened his clutch. Lars fell on his feet 
and gave a loud groan, the hands still around James wrists. 

„James ..", he coughed and struggled after air. „Damn, | didn't do it! | wasn't it" 


„Do not lie to me, you dirty slut", James hissed. 

„| do not lie to you." Tears ran down Lars' cheeks. „lt was this damned vampire. Dracula" 

James stared at him. Then he let him go and Lars breathed deeply. 

„Don't tell me shit’, said James, while he noticed he was getting nauseatic. „Fuck! Have you called the police? 
Have you found Kirk like this?" 

„Damn, James!" Lars sounded desperate. „The damned vampire has bitten Kirk. This Dracula. Kirk had invited 
him like it seems .. He wanted that the guy makes him a vampire, too. | arrived too late and could not prevent 
it any more. Dracula practically had already sucked him out or off - or, hell, whatever, you know what | mean 
- and had thrown me simply to the floor as | tried to rescue Kirk .. | thought, he will kill me, too .. But the 
bastard wasn't interested in me, as it turns out.” 

James gave a whimpering of himself then he turned the head and looked at Kirk's corpse. „Tell me no such 
shit! Vampires don't exist. This is just a crazy idea of Kirk" 

"| have thought the same", Lars answered desperately. „But then | have noticed that he plans something, and 
that he becomes more and more tense. And he has read just these damned vampire's books. On the Internet 
he was on vampire's pages. He has always forgotten to extinguish his Internet chronicle, so | have looked. And 
the last nights he did not want that we are together. | wasn't permitted to come". 

"Don't tell me he said he had a migraine or needed his beauty sleep or such shit", James hissed "Why didn't 
you say a word?" Again he looked at Kirk. "What now? He's dead. Great. We need a new lead guitarist. You need 
a new lover." 

He stared at Lars, ready to explode every moment. 

Lars held up his hands. "Let me explain, James", he said. "H's not as simple as you may think now". 

"What's that supposed to mean?" James hissed. 

"Well, it's .. you know ... Kirk is not REALLY dead, so to say ..” 

"Are you outta your mind? He looks dead, stone cold dead, passed off, out of order .. name it" 

"No, no ... No, he's just ... well, sleeping." Lars's voice was a whisper. His eyes looked desperate. 

"You must be crazy", James said calmly. 

"No, no, I'm not crazy. Please, James! Let me explain. This Dracula guy drank Kirk's blood but he also gave him 
some of his own. He made him a vampire too ... He told me Kirk is now his son. The Son of Dracula." 

James closed his eyes and covered them with his right hand. He was getting a headache. "Lars, don't tell me 
shit like that! You have killed Kirk. | suppose you are on drugs. What is it? Coke? Speed? Tell me." 

"lm not on drugs! I'm clean’, cried Lars. "And | didn't kill Kirk. Dracula did it! How often must | repeat that fact? 
It is the truth." 

James groaned. "Oh, my god! What a night. It must be a nightmare. Why did | answer my phone? What have | 
done to deserve this? What?" 

"Baby, please!" Lars touched his face. His fingers were shaking. “Please help me. | cannot handle this alone." 
James opened his eyes and looked at him. "What do you want me to do? To assist you to get the corpse 
disappeared? Do you want to put some heavy rocks on it and then get it to the next lake? Or do you want to 
disintegrate the body by putting it in a bath of acid .. Or maybe | should help you to saw it up to pretty small 
pieces? | know you are really such a dumb idiot when it comes to work with tools as saws or axes .. Maybe 
you like to have some delicate parts of your lover prepared to use them for your fucking haute cuisine. | can 
do that, too, as you know." 

"Stop it!" Lars slapped the left side of James’ face with a hard stroke. "Stop it! You're hysterical. Don't call me 
a murderer or a cannibal, you fucking asshole. | didn't do it. | didn't lay a hand on Kirk" 


"Come onl If you are no murderer with difficulties how to treat the corpse - why would you have called me? 
l'm an expert ‘cause | could feed you or the whole band by hunting, and you know l'm pretty familiar in 
handling dead .." 

Lars stamped his foot. "James, please! Kirk has been bitten by this Dracula He will be a vampire, too. He ..” 

"Oh yeah! Great. That's it! | always wanted to get a vampire playing the lead guitar in my band. Sounds really 
rice. Unfortunately, this will mean we never can hit the stage before sunset, right? Or is it supposed to mean 
that Kirk the vampire will have our support acts as a snack before hitting the stage?" 

"James .." Lars tried to stop James in his rage and laid his hands on James’ shoulders. James’ breath was 
heavy, and he was hyperventilating. 

"I know that, too", said Lars, the look of his green eyes full of pain. "But | am sure Kirk didn't want to hurt 
anyone of us .." 

"Great!" James felt tears in his eyes. "How thoughtfully of him!" 

"Don't ... don't .." Lars' voice broke and he had to wipe away his own tears. "I think it's just because he wanna 
stay young and beautiful forever.” 

James snorted He knew this weak side of Kirk all too well. "He's a crazy motherfucker!" 

"I know. | did my best to let him know his insecurity is nonsense .. Well, | said I'll love him forever, always, and | 
do not mind if his hair gets grey or thinner or if he will get some wrinkles. Shit, 'm getting fat and bald 
myself. But he always says I'm perfect and he gets a hard-on just by the sight of my ass in those tight jeans 
~ But he got that dysmorphophobia, that's all, and | wasn't able to stop his angst of getting old and ugly." 

"He has lost his mind", James said definitely. „You should have brought him to a psychiatrist.” 

ul have tried it, but he did not want to cooperate. You know, how stubborn he can be." 

whit!" 

James looked at the corpse once more. For him it was a corpse whatever Lars might babble anyway. The mad 
Dane was no less crazy than Kirk. 

Then he returned his sparkling look at Lars again «What now? Should the ... thing .. remain lying there, or 
what? Isn't. the thing .. supposed to be buried? Have you already ordered a coffin to make sure he will have a 
comfortable place to sleep? | hope you didn't moan about the prize and took the best coffin they had. Metallica 
can afford that extravagancy, | think.” 


He gave a loud groan and closed the eyes for one moment. He felt more and more nauseatic. He could have 
vomited on the spot. He wanted to beat Lars up for good measure, too. The stupid asshole had left him alone 
because he had been creeping after Kirk's pretty ass. Great! As if he, James, didn't fuck him enough, all day, 
all night, every time when the over-sexed Scandinavian prick said he needed it. No, it had to be the dark-haired 
guitarist instead of the blonde. Black varnished fingernails and such shit. And haute cuisine. And fucking Modern 
Art. Oh fuck it, this so-called art! Some childish grease of ugly colours on canvas for a few million dollars. Both 
complete idiots could talk for hours about this nonsense and get an orgasm after the other. When he was stil 
with him Lars hadn't shown any interest in James‘ cars or if James had bought himself a new 357 Magnum 
or a precision gun with infrared sight telescope. Well, might be that his weapon cupboards were a little stuffed, 
but, at least, they did not take away so much space as these stupid paintings. And if a rattlesnake would have 
threatened the Danish dwarf, he easily would have been able to handle that minor problem with one of his 357 
Magnum guns. But no! 

Well, luckily Jason wasn't as stubborn as Lars, and nowadays he had shown more and more interest in hunting. 


James hadn't thought his former bassist would be so good in shooting up some stags or rabbits. And he looks 


good in his hunting outfit, too. 

James deeply breathed in and glared at Lars. "What now?" 

Lars cleared his throat nervously. „Now, this Dracula has left behind a few brochures of information .." 
"Sorry?" 

"Yes." Lars patted James' shoulder to calm him. „After | had called you in my first panic, | have gone to the 
kitchen and have looked what Dracula has brought ... He said that he has brought something like one first- 
born's equipment for Kirk. Nevertheless, that was nice, wasn't it? | mean, caring and this." 

„if it's a joke I'll break your neck", James hissed. 

„Yes, yes, quite welll" Lars lifted his hands. „Come along and have a look at it. Everything is laid down in the info 
material." 

James stared at him with sparkling blue eyes then he pointed over his shoulder with the thumb. »And what if 
HE wakes in the interim and finds out that he is thirsty?" 

„Oh, no worry! I've read in the info that it lasts at least 24 hours, before he wakes. We have enough time". 
Lars took James’ arm and pulled him towards the kitchen. 

„l'll kill you", James growled. 


„This would be fucking shit", Lars answered. «Then you would have a vampire and a real corpse to handle." 


To be continued ... 


